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“?’m wondering why those fat, 
cow-faced husbands on ‘Oprah’ 
never defend themselves.”— 
Page 4 ) 


Vol. 2d, No. 16, August 7, 1995 $3 





Hey Hey, We’re the Monks 


M aybe you've been in a bookstore or a cappuccino 
shoppe lately and heard a Catholic religious 
service going on through the Muzak. This is not a 
mistake. They’re playing chis stuff in singles bars. 

Gregorian chants are hip. 

It took 1,400 years for it to 
happen, but somebody de- 
cided, “Hey, man, these medi- 
eval liturgical riffs are bad.” 

And so people use em for 
therapy, for background mu- 
sic at cocktail parties, for art 
gallery openings, for the mu- 
sic in the theater before the 
play starts, and I’m not gonna 
say this is one of the strangest 
modern trends of the last 400 
years, but... 

It’s weird. You got these 
monks in black hoods chant- 
ing like automatons, as part of 
the Catholic mass, and you 
got hipsters in black leather 
pants sitting around Beverly 
Hills restaurants going, 
“Yeah, man, I dig Vespers and 
Prime, but Matinsis a downer. 
Who gets up that early any- 
way?” 

You've probly even gotlei- i 
sure-suited salesmen in 
Omaha hanging out at the 
Holiday Inn, hitting on women with, “Hey, gorgeous, 
wanna come up to my room and listen to The Gloria? 
No? Well, listen, I don’t usually do this on the first 
date, but I’ve also got the Kyrie. Not the boring one 
from the seventh century, either. It’s the one they 
started doing in the eleventh century, with all the 
wild high notes.” 

How does something like this get started? 

Do record company executives have meetings 
where they say, “Well, we’ve got two more Prince 
albums this year. Tony Bennett is selling. That 





Whitney Houston single went through the roof. But, 
now that Cobain is dead, I’ve been thinking we need 
something different. You know this dude St. Gre- 
gory? He was a singin pope. Dig the bass line on this. 





Rochelle Swanson and Martin Hewitt are the Hot-Tubbing Guests 
From Hell in Nightfire. 


It’s called Offertory. All his stuff has Black Sabbath- 
type titles. I think we can move these.” 

Do people go to all-night dance clubs in Miami 
and boogie down to the Introit? 

Do Gregorian purists only listen to the Alleluia, 
because it dates to the fourth century and is therefore 
uncorrupted by the reforms of Charlemagne? 

Do people realize that Gregorian chants have 
been available in Catholic book stores since the 
beginning of recorded music about, uh, ninety years 
ago? 


Do you realize Benedicamus 
Domino could get a bullet in Bill- 
board any day now? 

This country is getting way too 
strange for me. Somebody write in 
and tell me what this is all about. 

Speaking of unexplained mod- 
ern trends, Shannon Tweed ap- 
pears in her 37,000th erotic thriller 
this week, as a sexually repressed 
businesswoman trying to patch up 
her marriage with slimeball John 
Laughlin, in Nightfire, the latest 
flick about couples that have other 
people in the house making the 
sign of the four-breasted hema- 
toma. 

Laughlin has this strange habit 
of playing Russian Roulette with a 
gun to his wife’s head while she’s 
sleeping, but all that changes when 
a couple of rough-sex swingers have 
car trouble and get stranded at Laughlin’s ranch for 
the weekend. Rochelle Swanson and Martin Hewitt, 
whose idea of a good time is to beat each other up 
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Houseguests can be sooooo mean to Shannon. 





while having sex with people they mug in dark 
alleys, put in some serious Jacuzzi time and force 
Shannon to watch. She’s a little upset, but not nearly 
as upset as when her husband suggests they all get 
nekkid and play with a pistol. 

Must be one of those California dealies. 

There’s a whole slew of movies out lately about 
bored couples who start having multiple aardvarkus 
sessions in an effort to feel alive. Unfortunately, 
most of these flicks make the audience feel like 
they've just been gored through the gizzards with a 
rusty letter opener. 

As usual, Shannon knows more than she’s tell- 
ing. 

That hussy. 

My kinda gal. 

One dead body. Twenty-two breasts. One motor 
vehicle chase. People tied up, dunked in the pool, 
roughed up. Vase throwing. Knife to the hand. 
Skillet to the face. Exploding car, with fireball. 
Gratuitous highway flashing. Hot tub Fu. Drive-In 
Academy Award nominations for Shannon Tweed, 
queen of the low-budget erotic thriller, for saying 
“Affection is one thing—licking each other in public 
is another matter” and “Why is it you think sex is the 
answer to all your personal problems?”; Martin 
Hewitt, as the guy who likes to take a pistol to bed, 
for saying “What if we tied them up and had our way 
with them?” and “Did you ever hold a gun to someone’s 
head while they were having sex?”; John Laughlin, 
as the jerk husband who says “A toast to unbridled 
passion!” and “Whoops! Gwen’s strap broke!” and 
“Say you like it!”; and Rochelle Swanson, as the 
loosey goosey femme fatale who says “When it comes 
to sex, I say nothing is wrong.” 

Three stars. 

Joe Bob says check it out. 


Explore the World of B-Movie Stars and Drive-In Filmmakers with Debbie Rochon 


Aaron 
Norse, lead ac- 
tor in the Boston- 
based film /nfini- 
tive Poison, could 
be accused of 
leaning into his 
role a little too 
far. It seems dur- 
ing production of 
the struggling 
rock band fable, 
the actor disap- 
peared for three 
days, which 
caused shooting 
to come to a 
screeching halt. 





Debbie Rochon 


Star Search 


lebrities. I wanted 
to make this film 
after attending the 
Famous Monsters 
expo, which made 
me realize the fans 
are a lot more 
frightening than 
the characters 
from the films!” 
On the 
Scream Queen 
front . . . Accord- 
ing to a couple of 
semi-reliable 
sources: Michelle 
Bauer's highly 
publicized retire- 


to our favorite conventioneers, 
Kevin and Susan Clement. 
The founders of the New Jersey- 
based expo Chiller Theater gave 
birth on June 28 to a beautiful 
baby girl! The question remains 
... will the trading card empire 
Market Square want to print a 
card set featuring the little lady’s 
footprints? 

Scream Queen wannabe 
Brittany Mann recently 
learned a hard lesson about the 
film business. When asked about 
her involvement with the movie 
Robo-Babe, she sighed, “I was 
supposed to be the lead in that 
picture. One of the producers 


His co-star Jim Dender hap- 
pened upon the looped thespian 
at a local tavern, bought him 
some coffee, and escorted him 
back to the set. 

First-time film directorDan 
Ives has begun lensing the docu- 
mentary Fanatics, a two-hour 
look at horror and sci-fi conven- 
tions. “Ill be touring around the 
country covering most of the 
shows and interviewing the ce- 


ment will be a temporary hiatus, 
Linnea Quigley is making a big 
comeback by starring in Jacko, 
Brinke Stevens and possibly 
Rhonda Shear will be working 
with John Russo on his occult 
film The Congregation, and Pent- 
house Pet Amy Lynn Baxter will 
be reuniting with hardcore queen 
Marilyn Chambers in another 
Private Screenings epic this fall. 
Avery special congratulations 


promised me the role after we 
spent the weekend together. I 
showed up on the set and my 
part was whittled down to a 
couple of lines. If I ever see that 
man again I’m going to kick him 
you know where.” 
—DEBBIE ROCHON 
If you have news for Debbie, 
drop her a line c/o The Joe Bob 
Report, P.O. Box 2002, Dallas, 
TA 74221. 





Free Junk 
The Official Free Junk Policy: People all over the world send Joe 
Bob free junk, and Joe Bob gives it away at random, like Robin Hood. 
He doesn’t give it to the first person who asks for it. He gives it to the 
first person he notices who asks for it. This means whatever letter 
happens to be at the top of the stack whenever we open the mail. No 
dealers. Try to be specific. If you act like ajerk in your letter, you will 
receive no free junk for the rest of your life. 


Hats 
Blue Chips, how u like me now, The Movie Channel visor, baseball caps, 
black and orange hat. 
. ’ , Videos 


The Unearthing (2); Urotsukidoji (Japanimation); Valentina (Spanish 
language with subtitles); The Vanishing; Venus Fly Trap; 1992 Video Play- 
mate Calendar; Video Vixens; Vietnam, Texas with Tim Thomerson; Video 
Zone Magazine; Virtual Love; WB, Blue & the Bean; Wagons East! starring 
John Candy and Richard Lewis; Wake of the Red Witchstarring John Wayne; 
War Bus starring Daniel Stephen; The War Lord / White Lie (double feature); 
Warcat: Angel of Vengeance; Warbirds; Warlock with Richard E. Grant and 
Julian Sands; Watch It (2); Wayne Newton at the London Palladium; Wax 
work II: Lost in Time with Zach Galligan and Bruce Campbell; Weekend of 
Horrors; What’s Love Got to Do with It? with Angela Bassett and Larry 
Fishburne; When A Stranger Calls Back; SunShines; Weird Amsterdam; 
Weird Thailand; Weirdo; We're Talkin’ Serious Money starring Dennis 
Ferina; When Hell Broke Loose; Who Shot Pat? starring Pat Paulsen. 





Shannon always knows how to 
stretch that rayon. 
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Smile for the camera, Sucker! 


Jerk du Jour 


his week I’m wondering why those fat, cow- 

faced husbands on Oprah never defend them- 
selves. 

You know the guys I’m talking about? They 
bring out some chunky, ticked-off Jenny Craig drop- 
out with a Ea experiment on her head, eta in 
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Don “The Dragon” Wilson, seen here in his big 


emotional scene from Ring of Fire III. 


Blonde Meltdown, and she says, “Oprah, I found out 
he was sleeping with three of my best friends, and 
sometimes all four of them would make love on the 
couch while I was sleeping in the next room. I had no 
idea this was going on.” 

In other words, they'll tell this white-trash story 
that’s purt near impossible to believe, then they'll 
ambush the guy by bringing out all the secret girl- 
friends, and all the time the guy will sit there with 
his elbows on the arms of his plush daytime talk 
show studio chair, twiddling his thumbs, grinning 
like a cheetah at a parrot show. 

And all these women will scream for a half hour, 
and the guy saysnothing. Nada. Zip. He doesn’t even 
act like it bothers him that this is happening to him 
on national TV. 


And then, when they finally do calm down long 
enough for the guy to say something, he says, “Uh, 
well, uh, yeah, I guess I did, uh-huh. I guess I, uh, 
shouldn’t have did that. But I still love Trisha.” 

And then the audience screams at him for fifteen 


munabes about how “You don’t love her!” and “You 
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don’t know what love is!” and “You’re a dirty 
slimeball!” 

And the guysitilljust sits there like a catatonic 
lab animal. And maybe, at the very end, he'll 
offer some explanation like, “I couldn’t decide 
which girl I wanted.” 

Where do these guys come from? 

I mean, I’ve heard of guys who score a lot. 
I’ve heard of guys who sleep with a lot of women 
and don’t have any conscience about it. ’'ve even 
heard of guys who lie to every woman they sleep 
with. But this is something different. 

This is a guy who has a big sign on him: Most 
Disgusting Male Who Ever Lived. And he’s 
enjoying it. He’s eating it up. It never occurs to 
him to say either, “I’m sick,” or else, “I don’t 
personally think there’s anything wrong with 
having group sex with the neighbors while my 
wife is sleeping.” 

The guy doesn’t say he’s wrong, and he 
doesn’t say he’s right. He just sits there, grin- 
ning, twiddling, contemplating his next Dorito. 
It’s like it’s happening to someone else. 

And it’s not like there’s just one of these 
guys. There’s an unending stream. Jerk of the 
Week. Male Pig of the Century. You could probly 
call these guys up and say, “Hello, ’'m from the 
Oprah Show, and we think you’re the scummiest 
human being we’ve ever heard about. Would you 
like to be on the show?” 

And they would just say, “Yep.” 

Somebody explain this to me, cause I’m punting. 
Speaking of guys who look out of place, Don “The 
Dragon” Wilson returns this week as the mild- 
mannered doctor who heals by day, kills by night, 
and takes on the Italian Mafia and the Russian 
Mafia while rescuing his real-life son, Jonathon 
Wilson, from vicious rednecks, biker gangs and KGB 
hitmen, while falling in love with Desert-Storm- 
veteran-turned-forest-ranger Bobbie Phillips, while 
uttering the minimum amount of dialogue. 

Of course, you know what I’m talking about. 

I’m talking Ring of Fire LIT: Lion Strike. 

They said it could never happen. They said that, 
after Ring of Fire Uno, one of the worst kung fu 
movies ever made, there could never be even one 
sequel, much less two. But never underestimate Don 


The Dragon, the Energizer Bunny of martial arts, to 
keep going, and going, and going, no matter how 
many times he walks down an alley and is sur- 
rounded by six stupid goons in sweatshirts who 
stand still while he kicks them in the head one by 
one. 

Gangsters from Hong Kong, Tokyo, Bogota, 
Moscow and, of course, EK] Lay are meeting in a secret 
mansion, trying to dominate the world by selling 
nuclear weapons to the Third World. Unfortunately, 
Don The Dragon keeps getting in their way by 
machine-gunning helicopters from the roof of the 
hospital where he works, kung-fuing hitmen who 
get in his way while he’s driving home, and going 
fishing in the mountains with their secret computer 
disk in his bag. So the Italians and the Russians team 
up to hunt him down, terrorize his girlfriend, kidnap 
his little boy, and cause the obligatory face-off in a 
warehouse at the end. 

We've seen it all before, but have we seen Don do 


pk bate Wild Crees Nasty little erotic thriller star- 
ring Gary Hudson as a cold-blooded killer who comes out of 
_ prison with revenge on his mind and goes after his abused wife, 

| Kathy Shower, who has found a new life selling pet bunnies at 
a trailer park in the desert. On the way Hudson hooks up with 
bisexual bad girl Michelle Moffett, and the two of them sexually 
torment the wholesome Kathy, then go after Goody Two Shoes 

| couple David Naughton and India Allen. Three stars. 


- Psycuo | KILLER JAMBOREE > 


“August 12: Deadly Exposure: Neo-Nazi hate: groups are 
wasting minorities all over El Lay, but when se ~~ open 
eae kin : 
















ee running into ee Sho worked for the CIA ii in 


ole | atta oe going ¢ on here. ‘Three stars. 


it before? 

As a matter of fact, yes we have. 

Thirty-eight dead bodies. No breasts. Exploding 
helicopter, with fireball. Three motor vehicle chases, 
with crashes, burns, fireballs. Car through a mobile 
home. Finger-breaking. Dart to the neck. Strangula- 
tion. Exploding cabin, with fireball. Neck-snapping. 
Eleven Kung Fu scenes. Drive-In Academy Award 
nominations for Robert Costanzo, as the pompous 
gangster who announces “We are the future of the 
new world order!”; Bobbie Phillips, as the forest 
ranger love interest, who says “I feel like I’m closer 
to heaven up here”; Morgan Hunter, as the Russian 
mobster who says “That is a very loud smelly man, 
no?”; C. Nelson Norris, as the ex-KGB hitman who 
says “The doctor will see his last patient”; and, of 
course, Don The Dragon, for keeping that torso 
greased. 

Two and a half stars. 

Joe Bob says check it out. 








ies steala nuclear Pes ee se e CIA, oes ee — 
agent Lorenzo Lamas into action, and reviving his old romance — 
with Russian- -agent- armed: -American- oad -turned- — : 





vinces her io go back into netiol He only way che can regain - 
custody of her daughter—but it might mean sleeping with her old — 
comrade John Savage. Then there’s a North Korean general — 
who wants the nuke, and there’s an arms merchant played by 
John Ryan, and...itsamess.Twostars. oo 

_ Third feature: Death Wish V: Face of. Death: on of the beat 


7 in the series, with Charles Bronson returning : as mild-man- : 
is nered architect Paul Kersey. ' : 

/ designer Lesley-Anne Down, is mauled and 

goons working for mobster "ex-husband ee hael aeons 

d have an interest in liberal senator Paul Hampton. _ - _ 





This time his fiancee, fashion — 
en murdered by | 














ee USC film 
school gradu- 
ates got more than 
they bargained for 
when they strapped 
camera equipment 
to the top of their 
dee-luxe two-ton 
rusted-out 1976 
Cadillac and set out 
across the country 
to film a documen- 
tary on drive-ins. 





... Wherein we repor€ From the 
aunodergrouno, the counter-culture, 
€he out-of-€he-mains€ream, and the 
Loonie Fringe of publishing, music, 
movies, comic books, and other 


pitality from 
strangers along the 
way. Some drive-in 
theater owners put 
them up in hotels 
or fed them. Drive- 
in aficionado and 
author Don Sand- 
ers donated money 
to the project and 
offered his home as 
a location for one of 
the interviews. Re- 
membering the 
kindness, _ they 


The twenty-day 
journey started in 
Los Angeles, places where 


snaked through 
Utah, Colorado, Texas, Oklahoma, Kansas, and ended 
in Nebraska. Besides a blown tire in Abilene, the 
biggest on-the-road obstacle they faced was the om- 








misfits Owell. picked up a hitch- 
hiker in Arizona 
who got extremely nervous when they unexpectedly 
stopped the car in the middle of the desert for an 
impromptu interview. Traveling without air condi- 
tioning, they consid- 
ered cutting the roof 
off the car in Tulsa 
(insta-convertible), but 
a sudden downpour dis- 
suaded them. The 
drive-in documentary 
After Sunset is the 
brainchild of recent 
USC grad Jon Boken- 
camp, a nostalgia buff 
who recruited film 
school buddies Tony 
Carenzo, Val Ben- 
nett ad Matt 
Keneagy to assist with 
the project. Boken- 
camp, a fan of the drive- 
in culture, became in- 
trigued with its appar- 
ent extinction and 
wanted to tell the drive- 
in story and capture it 
on film before it com- 
pletely disappears. The 
documentary is com- 





The docu-four pose with host Don Sanders and Joe Bob after his exten- 
Sive interview. From the left: Matt Keneagy (sound), Jon Bokencamp 
(director/co-producer), Sanders, Joe Bob, Tony Carenzo (co-producer), 


prised of three film/ 
tape formats: 16mm for 


Val Bennett (cinematographer). 


nipresent police who stopped them in just about 
every state. They were searched for drugs in Dallas, 
harassed by a cop for sleeping in a “gay” park in 
Wichita, and arbitrarily pulled over from time to 
time for looking suspicious. (One cop swaggered up 
to the car and asked, “Where’re you boys goin’ with 
all that shit on your roof?” and proceeded to harass 
them for using arm signals for turn signals—a prac- 
tice that is apparently selectively “illegal” in that 
state.) They also experienced some unexpected hos- 


the “pretty stuff’ (foot- 
age of the drive-ins), Beta Cam SP for interviews, 
and Super-8 to capture the foursome’s on-the-road 
story. It includes interviews with numerous drive-in 
owners, horror director John Carpenter, pop cul- 
ture historian Michael Wallace (author of Route 
66), legendary B-movie producer Sam Arkoff, and 
(of course) Joe Bob. The final cut of After Sunset 
should be finished by Thanksgiving, and it has 
already generated the interest of several television/ 
cable networks: PBS, A&E, Discovery and the Nos- 


talgia Channel. (By the way, the cop- 
magnet Cadillac, which gets about ten 
miles per gallon on a good day and has 
no turn signals, is for sale. Best offer.) 


There are many ways that the pow- 
ers-that-be try to browbeat the public 
into swallowing conformist messages. 
According to First Amendment defender 
and Outposts author Russ Kick, they 
use active suppression (i.e., declaring 
the zine Boiled Angel “obscene” and 
arresting its author), or simply disrupt 
the publication and distribution of 
books, often through intimidation and 
threats. Institutions also manipulate 
the mainstream media into just ignor- 
ing nonconformist ideas altogether, or 
making people afraid of “dangerous” 
information. Outposts, an extremely 
provocative catalog of rare and disturb- 
ing alternative information, is Kick’s 
uncompromising response to this sup- 
pression. “I like to think of Outposts as 
a direct kick to authority’s crotch.” It 
contains more than 700 feisty reviews 
of fiction and non-fiction books, news- 
letters, zines, postcard collections and 
catalogs, plus a few videos and a CD- 
ROM. Some of the books take the gov- 
ernment to task, like The Biggest Tax 
Cheat in America Is the IRS or Votescam: The 
Stealing of America. Kick gives you the lowdown on 
tons of books about conspiracies or cover-ups, drugs 
(how-to make your own, legalization, therapeutic 
uses), and unexplained phenomena (stuff like Alien 
Contact or Ghost Tracker’s Newsletter). Not surpris- 
ingly, the largest section lists and reviews literature 
about sex. Subsections include S&M, fetishes, gen- 
der-bending, pornography, bisexuality, sex toys, etc., 
with titles like Frighten the Horses, Pornucopia, or 
Coming Attractions: The Making of an X-Rated 
Video. More topics include: tattoos, hoaxes, rape, 
nudism, political extremism, computer hackers, 
farting, vampires, Prozac, underground comics, hus- 
tling, movies, Satanism, and rubber stamps(?). Out- 
posts is 264 pages long and packed with unorthodox 
information. It goes for $19 and is published by 
Carroll & Graf, 260 Fifth Ave., New York, NY 10001. 


“The Drive-In Is Open.” Or so says Nathan 
Miner, editor of the Drive-In Theatre Newsletter, 
which is back in operation after months of uncer- 
tainty. The quarterly publication includes drive-in 
book and video reviews, cartoons, drive-in profiles, 
vintage advertising and a whole page devoted to 
getting you to join the Drive-In Theatre Fanatic 
(DITF) Fan Club. (Enticements include a subscrip- 
tion to the newsletter, a laminated membership 
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card, a collectors button, merchandise discounts 
and, as a special bonus, two free carload passes to the 
Bengies Drive-In Theatre in Baltimore.) Submis- 
sions are encouraged, so readers send in their drive- 
in stories. Terrance Wharton relates how he drove 
fifty miles to a drive-in just to see the immortal 
“dancing food” intermission reel, only to discover to 
his horror that the climactic moment where the hot 
dog eagerly jumps into the bun was spliced out! 
Xeroxed and stapled in the upper left-hand corner, 
the 18-page Drive-In Theatre Newsletter goes for $5 
per year, or get a DITF membership for $15, payable 
to: Mark Bialek, The Drive-In Exchange, 12827 
Cunninghill Cove Rd., Baltimore, MD 21220-1178. 
€ 

“Deep within every man is the knowledge that 
he is truly a Manly Man.”—Manly Men credo. Joe 
Bob was recently given a coveted honorary member- 
ship into the Order of the Manly Men, who recently 
hosted their fourth annual camping trip near Roslyn, 
Washington. Every year, the Manly Men gather 
around the campfire and show their scars, explain- 
ing how they got them, and tell their tallest, most 
convincingly Manly Man experience. A weekend 
highlight is the Spam presentation on Red Meat 
Night, where Spam is given as an offering of peace 
and goodwill to the local park ranger and authorities 
for allowing Manly activities in their woods. 


Reviews by the Comedy Committee 


Joe Bob’s Board of Drive-In Experts 


/MfATINEE 


“Cute” sci-fi parody starring the “great” John Goodman in 
“the role he was born to play,” as a “slightly slimy” William Castle- 
type showman, promoting a flick called Mant! (half-man, half- 
ant) in Key West in 1962, “taking advantage of jumpy people” at 
the height of the Cuban Missile Crisis, with the “very funny” 
Cathy Moriarty “camping it up good” as his “sexy, smoking” 





Aging feat boys John C. McGinley and ‘Tam Sizeiore guzzle and lie 


in the Diner clone that actually works, Watch It. 


“hard-bitten” bombshell star and girlfriend. During the actual 


screening of Mant!, Moriarty is “sublimely sarcastic” as the wife 
of Mant. “Sweet and simple. Filmed in a rainbow of pastel colors 


that give it that early sixties look.” “The Mant! movie shown at 
the matinee is the best part, full of Firesign Theater-type sarcasm 
and very punny humor.” Moriarty has the best line: “Oh, Bill—if 


you could just listen to the man in you and put the insect aside . 
.. Another great line: “Yes, the atomic bombis terrible. But more 
terrible still are the effects of atomic mutation.” Eight explosions. 


Cast: Robert Picardo (“hilariously antsy” as a paranoid theater 
James 


manager), Lucinda Jenney (“weak” as the mom), 
Villemaire (“shines” as Harvey Starkweather, reform school 


poet), Simon Fenton (“good” as teenage horror fan Gene, a Navy 


brat), Lisa Jakub (“believably adolescent” as Sandra, the love 
interest), Bill McCracken (“desperately real sense 
of humanity” as Bill, a/k/a Mant, “the film’s toughest 
role”), Jesse Lee (“obnoxiously unbelievable” as Den- 
nis, the little brother), Omri Katz (“good” as Stan), 
Kellie Martin, George Cranford (Dwight). Writer: 
Charlie Haas (“great”). Director: Joe Dante (“great 
job,” “lovingly directed”). [Universal/MCA-Univer- 


‘Official Rating 


100-95 Drive-In Hall of Fame 


Michael Eisner to actually buy a professional hockey team, 
based in Anaheim and called, of course, The Mighty Ducks. “Bad 
News Bears meets Slapshot, but with a lovable coach.” “Palatable 
kids film with acceptable children’s acting—a rarity.” “They had 
these kids emoting like Al Pacino doing Shakespeare. The movie 
aptly demonstrates what is most wrong with organized kids 
sports that take themselves too seriously.” “It pushes all the right 
buttons for emotions, but there really isn’t any substance here at 
all.” “Entertaining even though you know what’s 
coming.” Cast: Joss Ackland (“should have seen him 
more” as “wise old-timer” hockey guru Hans), Lane 
Smith (“great bad guy”),Joshua Jackson (“standout” 
as young star and “angelic klutz” Charlie Conway, but 
“a little too sweet and perfect”),Shaun Weiss (“funny” 
as Goldberg), Matt Doherty (“makes me laugh” as 
Les Averman), Elden Ratliff (“good” as “hulking 
goon” Fulton Reed), Heidi Kling (Casey). Writer: 
Steven Brill (“good”). Director: Stephen Herek 
(“good”). [Walt Disney. 1992/93.] Overall rating: 85. 


Wa TCH IT 


“A personal movie that works,” “thoroughly en- 
joyable,” with “great acting and writing,” about four 
beer-drinking “thirtysomething” Chicago fraternity 
brothers “in polyester knit softball shorts” who have 
been friends since their days at Northwestern Uni- 
versity, “sharing their pathetic love lives as they fight 
growing up and marriage.” “Interesting” “way cool” 
Peter Gallagher, “too sensitive to be allowed to live,” 
visits his estranged cousin, “poker-faced” “detached” 
“sly and cunning” Jon Tenney, and quickly becomes 
entangled in an old practical-joke game called “Watch It.” They 
battle over the affections of “engaging” “mixed-up” veterinarian 
Suzy Amis, “with the longest hair on earth,” “perpetually bleary 
and washed-out as if she’s just come off a crying jag.” The “superb” 
John C. McGinley, “an obnoxious love-shy yuppie” and “a 
wiseass who’s anicer guy than he gives himself credit for,” shows 
up, and things quickly “evolve into an exploration of relationships 
among a bunch of guys who need to grow up,” “with snowballing 
guilt, denial and rationalization,” leading to “a big finish you 
won't be prepared for.” Filling out the foursome is “goofy cool” car 
mechanic Tom Sizemore, “a theatrical little brother to Mickey 
Rourke.” “A male version of Singles.” “More truth in this movie 
than in a stack of Masters and Johnson reports.” “One of those 
movies where nothing really happens, and everybody talks too 
much. Warning: inane roman- 
tic subplot.” “The ending is too 
neat.” Minority opinion: “Totally 
unfunny. The dialogue is pain- 
fully trite psycho-babble.” Two 
breasts. Cast:Cynthia Steven- 
son (Ellen), Lili Taylor 


System 


sal. 1993.] Overall rating: 90. 94-89 Classic (“standout” as kooky employee 

88-84 Excellent Brenda, “an over-accessorized 

[HE MIGHTY DUCKS - 83-80 De veterinary assistant”), Terri 

. - ecent : Hawkes (Denise). Writer/Di- 

“Bad News Bears on ice” is what it looks like, and 79-75 Watchable rector: Tom Flynn (“super 

that’s what it is—a “tight and snappy” “incredibly 74-65 Pathetic | job”). [Skouras/Paramount. 
predictable” “piece of Disney fluff’ starring Emilio 64-50 Dog Doo Doo | 1993.] Overall rating: 84. 


Estevez as a Porsche-driving Minnesota lawyer, “30- 
0 in the courtroom but batting goose eggs in the ethics 
department,” who is arrested for drunk driving and 
forced by a judge’s community-service sentence into 
coaching a rotten pee-wee hockey team, “with a 
predictably smarmy Disney ending.” Earned $50 mil- 
lion at the box office and caused Disney chairman 
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- (Unnocent Blood, 1992). 

Lowest rating: 61 1 (No 0 Apologies, 1988). 





— Cprain RON 


“Rote, by-the-book Touch- 
stone film” starring “dull” “aw- 
ful” “annoying” Martin Short 
as a stressed-out executive who 





sets out on a sailing vacation with his family—‘shrill” wifeMary 
Kay Place (“distinguished for having the courage to shower with 
Martin Short”) their “smartass, beer-swilling preteen son,” Ben- 
jamin Salisbury, and “great” “boy-crazy” daughter Meadow 
Sisto. The family arrives in the Caribbean, only to discover their 
inherited boat is a floating lemon. To save the vacation, Short is 
duped into hiring “wacky” “terrific” Kurt Russell, as “Captain 
Ron, the Beetlejuice of the high seas,” “a one-eyed maniac in a 
Speedo,” but Ron actually makes everything worse, forcing Short 
to fire him—right before the boat is hijacked by Cuban pirates. 
“It’s like National Lampoon’s Vacation at sea.” “A big-name cast 
walks through a plot that wouldn’t pass muster on The Brady 
Bunch. Trite and boring.” “Any time the boat hits land, the laughs 
disappear. About three-fourths of the way through it just falls 
apart and one wants it to just end.” “Great jumpin 
Jamaican music soundtrack.” Two breasts. One mo- 
tor vehicle chase. Two explosions. Writers: John 
Dwyer, Thom Eberhardt (“pretty original,” “weak, 
overlong”), from astory by Dwyer. Director: Eberhardt 
(“weak, boring”). [Touchstone. 1992/93.] Overall rat- 
ing: 81. 


SMPLe MEN 


Long Island road comedy (!) that committee 
members either love, calling it “an excellent, surreal, 
seedy, loopy, fresh-to-watch triumph,” “weird, brood- 
ing and funny,” with “a great cast and great writing— 
better than most mainstream efforts,” or hate, calling 
it “excruciating,” “tiring” and “atrocious writing with 
no charm.” It stars the “great” (or “wasted”) Robert 
Burke as an energetic white-collar criminal who, 
after being double-crossed by his girlfriend, pledges 
to seduce and abandon the next woman he meets— 
but first meets his “lantern-jawed” brother, “great” 
(or “bad”) William Sage, and joins the shy college 
student in his search for their long-lost radical activ- 
ist father, an ex-major leaguer who’s been hiding out from the law 
ever since he bombed the Pentagon in 1968. Along the way their 
journey is confounded by women like the “sizzle-sizzle” Karen 
Sillas, who loves criminals and will not tell a lie, and the “super- 
sexy” Holly Marie Combs, “one of the few bright spots” as a 
“leather-jacketed, nose-ringed, plaid-pleated-skirted Catholic- 
school Lolita.” “[Writer/Director] Hal Hartley! Gush-gush. No- 
body does so much with so little. He makes interesting movies 
that can’t be overrated.” “Whining grown-up Fu as Twin Peaks 
meets Thirtysomething. Horribly confusing.” “This movie is spare 
and stark, and takes patience. The payoff is a series of hilarious 
images, like a nun wrestling with a gunman, a lonely service 
station where the attendant plays ‘Greensleeves’ on the electric 
guitar, and a dance scene to Sonic Youth’s ‘Kool Thing.” “Popu- 
lated by an endless series of colorless characters spouting pages 
of dead-end existential dialogue with deadpan delivery in point- 
less scene after pointless scene.” “This one is an original. The 
humor sneaks up on you, and then yov’re into it all the way.” 
“Hartley has neat tricks, but not enough to carry a full movie.” “I'd 
like to string Ned Rifle, the man guilty of the music, up by his 
electric guitar strings for his relentless sixties-style dramatic 
noodlings that dominate every single scene.” The best line is: 
“Falling in love is like sticking an ice pick in your forehead.” Cast: 
Jeffrey Howard (“amateurish” as Ned, “the motorcycle-beating 
psycho”), Damian Young (“weak” or “not to be missed” and “a 
total crack-up” as “the cynically philosophical Sheriff’), Elina 
Lowensohn (“spooky and funny” as Elina, the epileptic Roma- 
nian), Matt Mallot (“overdoes it” as “an angst-ridden cop”), 
Martin Donovan (Martin). [Fine Line/New Line. 1992/93.] 
Overall rating: 79. 


Me. SATURDAY NIGHT 


Billy Crystal “does it all—writes, directs, acts, produces” in 
this “dumb” “unfunny” “ego trip” “that goes on too damn long” 


about an “annoying” second-rate Catskills comic clawing his way 
up with the help of his “whiny” brother and manager, the 
“excellent” “subtle and brilliant” David Paymer, who's always 
ready to catch him as he falls. “This is too mean-spirited to be 
classified as comedy.” “The jokes used in this film have been 
repeated so many times already it makes the movie seem forced 
and wholly contrived. Seems like a thinly veiled bio of Alan King.” 
“T couldn’t believe how much Crystal is over-acting in this. He 
seems positively hysterical.” “What’s supposed to be funny is only 
mildly amusing, and what’s supposed to be poignant is drippy.” 
“There are so many flashbacks and flash-forwards that after a 
while you have no idea where (in time) the movie is supposed to 
be. A character says, ‘I remember that show in 1956,’ and you 
think, ‘Oh no! Another flashback!” “The movie can’t decide what 





Martin Short 3 is art Gane Kurt Russell i is, in the is ian aaishers 
Touchstone flick Captain Ron. 


it’s going to be. Too much pathos—hard to accept after the 
beginning. We don’t quite know why he’s so bitter or why he never 
made it. Acomplex character that you really never get inside of.” 
“T like the movie, but it seems Crystal made it for himself and his 
heroes, not the audience.” Cast: Helen Hunt (“never clicks,” 
“nice job” as Crystal’s agent, Annie), Jerry Lewis (“great” 
cameo), Shadoe Stevens (cameo), Slappy White (cameo), Julie 
Warner (“great presence,” “wasted” as Crystal’s wife, Elaine), 
Mary Mara (Susan), Ron Silver (Larry Meyerson), Jason 
Marsden (Abie),Michael Weiner (young Stan). Writers:Lowell 
Ganz, Babaloo Mandel, Crystal. [New Line. 1992/93.] Overall 
rating: 78. 


Leo UISIANA PURCHASE 


“Grand-scale” but “very dated” and “pretty hokey” musical, 
with music and lyrics by the “diabetically sweet” Irving Berlin 
(“not truly his best effort”), featuring Bob Hope as a New 
Orleans legislator, framed by his crooked friends, who uses a 
beautiful French girl, “standout” Vera Zorina, “a bimbo with a 
fake accent,” to blackmail a senator who’s come from Washington 
to investigate the Louisiana Purchase Company’s books. Victor 
Moore (the actual star of the film) is “good” as the “bumbling, 
oafish” “weird, wacky, sneaky, creepy, but still kinda likeable” 
senator. “Now we know why the musical is dead.” “Bob Hope a 
romantic lead? Now that’s funny!” “The best part is Hope showing 
Victor Moore how a woman puts a girdle on.” “It opens with a 
lawyer breaking out into song and dance (literally!), while chorus 
girls deliver the legal disclaimer in harmony, then mercifully goes 
nearly 40 minutes before another plot-stalling tune rears its ugly 
head.” “Irving Berlin didn’t put the ‘book’ for this one in his 
scrapbook. Not exactly ‘God Bless America.” “Victor Moore’s 
creaking, dry performance and Columbo-ish style are what make 
this worth watching.” “It features an extravagant Mardi Gras 
parade scene, with a girl ina silver bathing suit singing a song and 


doing the Axl Rose snake dance. Really!” “Great parody of the 
filibuster scene from Mr. Smith Goes to Washington.” “From the 
good old days of elaborate sparkly costumes and lavish sets.” 
“Gratuitous ‘old darkies singin’ da’ blues’ with Bob Hope being 
obviously patronizing.” Hope has all the jokes, like “Shouldn’t you 
have a bathing suit? Why? Well, the senator might drool,” and “I 
wouldn’t marry you if you were the last woman on earth. Of 
course, I’d still keep your phone number.” Zorina has the best line: 
“Heil Roosevelt!” Cast: lrene Bordoni (“affected” as Madame 
Bordelaise), Maxie Rosenbloom, Sam McDaniel (Sam). Writer: 


Jerome Chodorov, from the play. Director:Irving Cummings. 


[Paramount/MCA-Universal. 1941/ 
93.] Overall rating: 77. 


ADVEN TURES 
IN SPYING 


99 66s 99 66 


“Embarrassing” “inane” “silly, 
adolescent” “truly bad” “by-the-book 
teen comedy” starring “goofy” pa- 
perboy Bernie Coulson and “cute” 
“but not exactly hot” Jill Schoelen 
as teenagers who discover master 
drug dealer G. Gordon Liddy has 
faked his own death and is hiding 
out in a small seaside town, prepar- 
ing for one final score. (Some found 
Liddy to be “a helluva villain,” oth- 
ers a “statue.” “He doesn’t really act. 
He just looks tough, like in every 
other movie he’s done.”) But when 
they set out to collect the $50,000 
reward, they have to take on fren- 
zied cop Seymour Cassel, a chem- 
istry professor played by the “aw 
ful” Michael Emil, and a drug syn- 
dicate. “The only plot twist is re- 
vealed on the tape box—i.e., that 
Seymour Cassel is a bad cop.” “Only good for fans of Murder She 
Wrote who like to watch blond Van Patten-kid look-alikes in 
starring roles.” “The plot makes a black hole look like a Sears 
Dustbuster.” “It’s so boring it’s hard to rip it very much. It’s not 
unwatchable, it just is.” “This movie has a seventies feel to it. No 
skin. Plodding plot.” Five dead bodies. Four motor vehicle chases. 
One explosion. Cast: John Billingsley (“quite believable” as 
Officer Jenkins), Michael Bowen (“pretty good,” “bang-up job” 
as scuzzball lab assistant Slater),Corey Gunnestad (“standout” 
as Larry Shoup). Writer/Director: Hil Covington (“should be 
ashamed of himself”). [Moviestore/New Line. 1991/92.] Overall 
rating: 75. 


[OR BETTER AND FOR WORSE 


“For worse!” “Pedestrian” comedy, “dumb and irritating 
from start to finish,” starring lawyer Patrick Dempsey and 
“fashion victim” Kelly Lynch as two lovers planning a classic 
wedding with family and friends, only to find out someone has 
sent an invitation to the Pope as a joke—and His Holiness has 
accepted. Suddenly an ambitious cardinal turns everything into 
a media event, even as the couple starts having doubts about 
getting married at all. “I’m gonna puke.” “Inane, predictable, 
formulaic trash. It starts with a cute ‘what if that isn’t enough 
for a half-hour sitcom, let alone a full movie.” “Another frigid 
female-with-an-attitude, Lynch the grinch, being pursued by Mr. Nice 





Mr. Saturday Night should have closed on 
Friday afternoon. 


Guy.” “This looks like a stage play filmed by an America’s 
Funniest Home Videos contestant.” “Dempsey’s out-of-control 
rat’s nest hair ruins his entire performance because it keeps 
shifting shapes.” “The movie is set in France, but no one speaks 
French, and almost no one has an accent.” “Dempsey and Lynch 
are playing roles set in Paris, but they are distinctly American 
characters who are nonetheless supposed to be French. Why they 
didn’t get French actors, or Americanize the whole movie, is 
beyond me. Everyone and everything else in this movie is French. 
As is, the two central actors have an unintended fish-out-of-water 
feel that detracts from the plot.” “Dempsey and Lynch have 

g absolutely nochemistry. Dempsey plays 
his character as Joel Fleishman from 
TV’sNorthern Exposure transplanted 
to France.” Dempsey has lines like, “If 
you think I’m gonna let you stick around 
here and compare brush strokes with 
some horny Polish Picasso . . .” Cast: 
Nathalle Presle (“accent comes and 
goes” as French temptress Helene), 
Jean-Pierre Stewart (“overacting like 
you've never seen before” as Polish 
painter Liebertz), Gerard Rinaldi 
(“vaguely interesting”). Writer: Tony 
Gilroy (“weak,” “inane subplots”). Di- 
rector: Pablo Bartzman. [The Movie 
Group/Live. 1992/93.] Overall rating: 
73. 


I De TING 


“Depressing” “negative” “unbeliev- 
ably bad” “dreck” about three women 
celebrating their birthdays together— 
30-year-old, skinny Mary Crosby, 
“looking like a gutter tramp,” 40-year- 
old Lisa Richards, “a whiny, Shirley 
MacLaine-ish New Age doyenne,” and 
50-year-old Daphna Kastner, whose big line is “I hate that my 
tits are sagging.” Attending the party are their “hyper-neurotic” 
Southern California girlfriends, who turn this into an orgy of 
“superficial prattle” and “free-form bimbo group therapy” as they 
discuss sex, relationships and, most important, food—all re- 
corded by a visiting French documentary filmmaker played by 
“sex-kittenish” Nelly Alard. (“Lots of uncontrollable sobbing 
about breast implants, abortions, and laxatives.”) “An excuse for 
30 bitter, angry, insecure women to sit around talking about 
food.” “These are not well women.” “Check your brain at the door, 
or it will be eaten by confused-feminist worms from Neiman 
Marcus. Let’s party so we can all cry together! What fun!” “A 
bastard feminist cross between My Dinner With Andre and The 
Men’s Club. A whole new genre, the Sensitive Pseudo-Docu- 
Dramedy. I haven’t heard this much cackling since Colonel 
Sanders went franchise.” “This movie would put Barbie in a bad 
mood. It could easily be adapted as a recruiting film for men trying 
to decide if they should go gay or not.” “I assume writer/director 
Henry Jaglom is a man, which explains why these women all 
sound like morons.” “Jaglom dedicates this to his mommy. He 
must have really hated her.” Three breasts. Cast: Frances 
Bergen (“particularly untalented,” although “the only non- 
whiner” as Richards’ mom), Gwen Welles (“standout,” “a bit 
overdone” as jealous bitch Sophie), Elizabeth Kemp, Marlena 
Giovi, Marina Gregory. [International Rainbow Pictures/ 
Paramount. 1990/93.] Overall rating: 63. 


99 66 99 66 


Members of the Comedy Committee are Jim Bierce, gambler, Rolling Meadows, Ill; Raisin Blowme, zine editor, Buffalo; 
Melissa Darwin, actress/writer, Baltimore; Kevin Fitzpatrick, Editor, Topps Trading Cards, New York; Chip Howard, 
sportscaster, Bryan, Tex.; Michael Jones, Feature Film Evaluator for Viewer’s Choice pay-per-view, Los Angeles; Bill 
McElhannon, chemieal/petrolean engineer, Bellaire, Tex.; Greg Nikiel, electrical engineer, Herndon, Va.; Jeri Nikiel, 
software engineer, Herndon, Va.; Jim Perine, newspaper ayaiems editor, Grove City, O.; Wayne Richards, case manager for 
the mentally ill, Medford, Ore.: : Neil Stern, retail consultant, Chicago; and Michael J. Swope, Adjunct Assistant Professor of 
Social Science, Jackson Community College, Rives Junction, Mich. 
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Why is it that baseball players love to fling insults at the media¢ 


Baseball’s Grand Slam 


ee a lot of people in this business, I started out 
as a sportswriter. 

People always ask me why I quit. There are 
people—well, actually only men—who think being a 
sportswriter is the cushiest job in the history of the 
universe. All you do is watch games, hang out with 
athletes, and booze it up on the road. 

Unfortunately, there’s a simple an- 
swer for why this is a lousy job: 

Athletes hate the media. 

I don’t know why they hate the 
media. I don’t know exactly when they 
started hating the media. But I know 
that it’s different than it used to be. I 
stopped being a sportswriter because, if 
I’'d done it one second longer, I would 
have started hating sports. 

When I was a kid, my dad came 
home from work one day with Frank 
Leahy, the great Notre Dame coach. 
Somehow he’d talked him into spending 
a few minutes with me, cause he knew 
I'd flip over it. Leahy sat in my living 
room and spun out all this advice to me. 
He said, “Develop the trust of the 
coaches. There were certain sports writ- 
ers that I always allowed at practice. It 
was because they were honest men.” 

Well, hell, I was an honest man. I 
could handle this. But I’m afraid, in the professional 
locker rooms of the past twenty years, it didn’t cut me 
much slack. 

Baseball players are the worst. They seem to 
have an active, demonic hatred. They don’t just hate 
you. They go out of their way to turn their backs on 
you, stare you down, act like all your questions are 
stupid. And this is when they’re having a good day. 
This is when they just hit four grand-slam home 


- Liberal Alert! 


_ ‘The Foster Drive-In, on Foster Road just 
east of Interstate 205 in Portland, Oregon, has 

been bought up by the evil Norman Lear and his 
_ drive-in-hating Act III Theaters, and they’ve 
already put upa “Drive-In Property For Sale” — 
- sign. The three- “screen theater is badly in need 
airs to its AM radio. sound system, but 
rt Norman to doit. The snack - 
ing and overpriced, too. Sam Graham _ 
Towa, reminds us that, without - 
nce, it can n happen here. 











runs and you're saying things like, “So, how does it 
feel?” Which gives them the opportunity to say, “How 
do you think it feels?” 

Basketball players are the most interviewed 
people on the planet. There aren’t as many of them, 
so there are more reporters per capita. They don’t 





actively hate you. They’re just sullen and unrespon- 
sive. They just don’t wanna talk about it. Thank God 
I never encountered Bobby Knight. That guy scares 
me even on TV. I’ve seen horror film stars who didn’t 
have that much anger in their eyes. 

I would say football players are the friendliest of 
the three major sports, but that’s just saying they’re 
a couple degrees nicer than Hannibal Lechter. There 
are a lot of Fellowship of Christian Athletes guys in 
football, so they’re commanded by God to be nice to 
you, but they kinda do it in a cold, distant manner. 
The atheist defensive players, like linebackers, do 
things like strip naked and fling sweat on you while 
they’re talking to you, just to see if you'll say some- 
thing wimpy. 

Of course, one thing all these players have in 
common is that they become incredibly cooperative, 
soft-spoken and responsive at one time and one time 
only—when somebody turns on a TV camera in their 
immediate vicinity. 

I love to watch these guys play. I really do. I will 
watch any sporting event, any time, anywhere. I 
admire em. 

I just don’t wanna talk to em. 
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It's a bunch of crap that we can’t let 12 people make up their own minds . . . 


Jury Doody 


hy does everyone assume that the jury is stu- 
pid? 

Half the time in criminal trials is taken up with 
arguing over what the jury should know, what the 
jury shouldn't know, what they can hear, what they 
can't hear, what would “prejudice” them, what would 
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be relevant, what would be irrelevant. We spend 


nine million hours a week arguing about this. 

Why don’t we just assume they can understand 
the difference between what’s relevant and what’s 
not? 

We say we want a country that has trial by jury, 
but set a jury up in a position of power, and everyone 
becomes terrified that the jury will make up its own 
mind. 

That’s the job of the jury—to make up its own 
mind. 

If the jury wants to, it doesn’t even have to follow 
the law. It can say, “We know this guy broke the law, 
but we’re gonna find him innocent anyway.” Or it 
can decide, “We just flat don’t believe this guy. We 
don’t have a reason. We think he’s guilty.” 

And, under our system, that’s what’s supposed 
to happen. The jury of twelve strangers is supposed 
to be more likely to do the right thing than any judge 
or lawyer or session of Congress. 

I still believe this is true, but very few lawyers do 
anymore, and no Congressmen do. 

Congress wants to pass a law saying that, no 
matter what happens to you, you can’t collect more 
than $250,000 for “pain and suffering” in a civil trial. 
Some company sells you a forklift that goes out of 
control, hacks off both your legs and kills your 
grandma—all you get is two hundred fifty thou. And 





if you lose—if the jury says it was your own damn 
fault that the forklift ran you over—then you have to 
pay all the attorneys’ fees of the Mega-Butane Gi- 
raffe Juice Corporation that you were suing. 

And the reason: 

These dang juries are irresponsible. 

These dang juries listen to the evidence 
and decide some guy should get two million for 
pain and suffering. 

Of course, the Congressmen didn’t sit in 
that courtroom. They didn’t listen to the testi- 
mony. They don’t know whether the guy had 
the pain and suffering of a hangnail or the pain 
and suffering of losing thirty-seven members 
of his family and spending the rest of his life in 
an iron lung. They just think, well, there 
couldn’t be that much pain and suffering. 

And never a day goes by that some judge 
doesn’t say, “We can’t show these gruesome 
autopsy photos to the jury. This will inflame 
their emotions.” 

Didn’t anyone ever think of just saying to 
the jury, “Look. We’re gonna show you these 
pictures. It shows how this girl got half her 
face bashed in with a tire iron. It’s gross. But 
we're just showing it to you so you can know what 
happened. It doesn’t mean that the guy sittin at the 
defense table did it. We know this is what happened 
to the girl, but we don’t know who did it. That’s your 
job, to figure that out.” 

I think an eight-year-old could understand this, 
don’t you? 

Because you know what happens when it’s a 
non-jury trial? When a judge listens to the evidence 
and decides it himself? 

The judge just says, “I'll listen to everything, and 
then I'll disregard what’s not admissible.” 

I guess he learned to do that in law school, huh? 

His brain is different from ours, right? 

He gets it. We don’t. 

Were only the jury. 





‘The South Salen Bi Drive In, on eater : 
Road | in Salem, Oregon, is being threatened by 
Norman Lear, who bought it and turned it over 

to his Act III Theatres, which promptly put upa 
“For Sale” sign out front. And this man calls 
himself an American. Sam Graham of Des 
~ Moines, Towa, reminds | us that, without eternal 
| vigilance, it can n happen i ere. | 
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Dear Joe Bob, 

On “Cat vs. Dog People”: 

Being primarily a cat guy, may I offer a couple of 
points? Cat-human relationships are based on mu- 
tual respect. The cat apparently thinks that the one 
with the duller senses, the human, should make the 
first overture. Not bad reasoning. And that is where 
many of these friendships fail. The cats write them 
off. 

Cat people can do without the mindless adulation 
of a Bavarian Shorthaired Crotschnuzzler, 
whereas dog people seem to take it as an ego- 
boosting compliment, as if the mutt actually chose 
them. 

And, by the way, at a Chinese dinner, never say 
“Mmmm! Rottweiler!” 

Put me down as a loyal fan. 

Luke Asbury 
Mill Valley, Calif. 
Dear Luke: 

Your defense of cats as master intellectual psy- 
choanalysts kind of goes to hell when you’re watch- 
ing em chuck up a furball, don’t you think? 


Hoodoo ono open ooonoo nop eoooonoooooo boon on aon eoooooodG 





Contest #1 


Guy Allshouse of Erie, Pennsylvania: “I saw a 
movie at the drive-in probably about 13 or 14 years 
ago that I have never been able to find in any video 
store. I think the name of the movie was The Magi- 
cian, but I’m not sure. It’s about this magician who 
hypnotizes people on stage and then tears them 
apart with chain saws and butcher knives and basi- 
cally just makes a mess of them while they are in this 
hypnotic trance. Then his trick is that ‘like magic’ 
the people are restored back to health and the 
audience cheers. The problem is that later the spell 
wears off and the people fall apart. Do you know 
what that movie is?” 


Contest #2 


Robert J. Noles of Carol Stream, Illinois: “I 
really enjoy your column on CompuServe, and I 
thought, since youare the world’s foremost expert on 


obscure, yet enjoyable video entertainment, I’d ask 
you if you knew where I could find something. A few 
years back, some friends of mine and I went down to 
the Music Box Theatre here in Chicago to see a film 
called something like The British Animation Inva- 
sion, which, as it sounds, was chock full of short 
animated films from the UK. Toward the end of the 
collection was a group of ‘clay-mation’ shorts (I think 
produced for a British utility) of animals filmed 
discussing various things in the style of a documen- 
tary. Included was a leopard, discussing how he 
wanted to get out of the zoo and be moved to a ‘hot 
country, with lots of space.’ Also was a family of polar 
bears, whose child was speaking to the interviewer 
and said something that was embarrassing to the 
mother bear, who proceeds to cover her eyes with a 
smock. I know one had to be there, but these shorts 
just slayed us. They were hilarious! My friends and 
I would give anything to find this video, but don’t 
even know where else to look. We’ve tried every- 
thing. You’re our only hope, Joe Bob-Kenobi.” 


A video will be awarded to one correct answer each contest. (In 
the event of a tie, a drawing will be held.) Send “Find That Flick” 
questions and solutions to The Joe Bob Report, P.O. Box 2002, 
Dallas, TX 75221. 


We Have A Winner! 


In the May 1 issue, B. Hutsler of Atlanta wrote: 
“Am extremely interested in finding a movie I re- 
member seeing on TV as a child (circa 1965-1970, 
heyday of the drive-ins). The movie was about the 
classic ‘Good Vs. Evil’ plot, and used a magic ring as 
the major prop. I distinctly remember the good 
character and the bad character sitting in large 
chairs facing each other, using the magic rings on 
each others’ hand to do battle. One result was to 
cause the Good to experience the feeling of falling 
while strapped.in his chair, another to feel like he 
was on fire, etc.” 

We received 14 correct answers, so our winner 
was chosen by drawing. And heis... 

Donald Vaughan of Greenacres, Florida: “The 
movie sounds suspiciously like The Raven, a 1963 
AIP release written by the great Richard Matheson 
and directed by the equally great Roger Corman. 
This comedy, which has only a passing relationship 
to the title poem, stars Vincent Price and Boris 
Karloff as feuding sorcerers, and Peter Lorre as a 
third-rate magician who is turned into a raven by the 
evil Karloff. Also appearing are a very young Jack 
Nicholson as Lorre’s son, and the gorgeous Hazel 
Court (featured in numerous Hammer films) as 
Price’s wife, Lenore. The movie concludes with a 
hilarious magical showdown between Karloff and 
Price to decide who’s the more powerful sorcerer. 
This movie was obviously made to cash in on the 
success of earlier AIP-Roger Corman movies based 
on Edgar Allan Poe’s works, but screenwriter 
Matheson (who also wrote the screenplays for The 
Pit and the Pendulum and House of Usher) wisely 
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chose a more comedic path. Lorre is especially enter- 
taining because, according to Michael Weldon in The 
Psychotronic Encyclopedia of Film, he ad-libbed 
most of his dialogue. The Raven is available on 
videotape as part of a recently-released collection of 
Vincent Price flicks. It retails, I think, for around 
$14.95 and definitely is worth owning.” 

Additional information came from our 13 run- 
ners-up... 

Verne Tice of West Covina, 
California: “The film starts out 
pretty tame, with Price in his 
room going through a scene 
based on the poem “The Raven,’ 
but the first time the raven 
(Lorre, transformed by the evil 
Karloff) is about to say ‘never- 
more, he instead makes some 
crack, approximately ‘Let me in, 
you idiot, | am freezing my tail 
feathers off out here!’—which 
sets the tone for the rest of the 
movie.” 

Bruce Whitten of Dallas: 
“The effects during the battle 
were great, and I don’t mean ‘for 
the times.’ The dialogue was even 
better. For example: Peter: “You 
keep your dead wife’s body in 
the living room?’ Vincent: ‘Where 
else?” 

Bryan Senn of Kent, Wash- 
ington: “By their own admission, Corman and 
Matheson were growing a bit tired of the Poe series 
(The Raven was the director’s fifth Poe picture) and 
decided to break things up with a little levity. ‘As it 
turned out,’ commented Corman, ‘this film was the 
most fun we ever had on a Poe picture.” 

Mary Catherine Cusack of Lansing, Michi- 
gan: “The movie is available to buy. We got it for 
$9.99 at Suncoast in the mall.” 

Richard Wright of Albuquerque, New Mexico: 
“Special effects were by Pat Dinga. The film also 
starred Olive Sturgess, Connie Wallace, William 
Baskin, Aaron Saxon and Jim Junior. The film was 
the first Karloff did with Corman, followed by The 
Terror (1963) using the same sets as The Raven. Jack 
Nicholson was also in The Terror, along with Sandra 
Knight.” 

Tim Murphy of South El Monte, California: 
“It’s a pretty good horror-comedy, but I prefer Jacques 
Tourneur’s The Comedy of Terrors (1964). Just for 
the record, there are no magic rings involved in the 
climactic battle between Karloff and Price—just 
hand gestures and cut-rate opticals.” 

Also answering correctly wereLawrence Bauer 
of Rochester, New York; Michael E. Butts of Dal- 
las; Stephen Ciacciarelli of New York; Bill W. 
Dalton of Santa Ana, California; Kevin Hosey of 





she got Superman. 


Carrollton, Texas; Allen Matthews of Knoxville, 
Tennessee; and Brent A. Richardson of Colum- 
bus, Ohio. 


We Have Another Winner! 


In the May 15 issue, Steven Bevacqua of 
Stratford, Connecticut, asked: “What movie was it 
with Teri Hatcher (Lois Lane on ABC’s Superman) 
where she does a heck of a lot of nude scenes?” 

We received 40 correct 
answers, so our winner was 
chosen by drawing. And he 
a 

Felix Mariposa of 
Oakland, California: “He 
is almost certainly refer- 
ring to The Cool Surface, 
yet another tedious erotic 
thriller. The film was made 
in 1992, but not released 
until last year, due to her 
rise to success on ABC’s 
Lois & Clark. It was re- 
leased theatrically only in 
the UK, and went straight 
to video here. The plot is 
largely irrelevant, and the 
only thing notable about 
this movie is that it’s the 
only time Teri Hatcher had 
done nude scenes (that I 
know of). In case Steven is 
too lazy to go rent the video, I have seen The Cool 
Surface pop up on Cinemax every once in a while. 
But then, what sleazy, gratuitous erotic thriller 
hasn’t popped up on Cinemax? P.S. I originally wrote 
this letter before seeing The Cool Surface listed in 
theReport under the column aboutDrive-In Theater’s 
showing this month. Are you making this too easy?” 

Additional information came from our 38 run- 
ners-up... 

Ronald Miller of Dallas: “Hatcher plays an 
aggressive sexually-promiscuous (completely neces- 
sary to the plot) actress who takes up with a talented 
writer in her apartment complex. The writer, whose 
former girlfriend died under suspicious conditions, 
becomes obsessed with the actress, leading to many 
sex fantasy-paranoia scenes. Robert Patrick does an 
excellent job as the writer.” 

Richard Wright of Albuquerque, New Mexico: 
“The cast also includes Matt McCoy, Cyril O’Reilly, 
and Ian Buchanan. However, she will also be nude in 
a theatrical release entitled Heaven’s Prisoners 
(1995?), starring Alec Baldwin, Kelly Lynch and 
Mary Stuart Masterson.” 

Ed Dravecky III of Addison, Texas: “As any 
male user of the Information SuperDuper Highway 
Thingy knows by now, Ms. Hatcher starred in Cool 
Surface. Why do Internetters know this? Because 
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some resourceful folks scanned in all of the ‘good’ 
scenes and posted them to alt.binaries.pictures.ce- 
lebrities and alt.binaries.pictures.erotica! (No won- 
der her photo was the most popular download from 
America Online a few months back!)” 

Rhett Robb of Claremont, California: “All in all 
it was probably one of the worst films I’ve ever seen, 
barring only Street Fighter II.” 

Mark Anderson of Houston: “Notable quotes 
include—from memory—Do anything you want to 
me, anything,’ during aardvarking. The best part of 
all of it is the fans of Teri who were shocked to 
discover that she would stoop so low. Good luck 
finding it. We had to search all over Houston. One of 
my housemates has an obsession with her, and 
finding that film made his week.” 

Murray Whichard of Poway, California: “While 
the breast count is not particularly high (I only 
counted four), they are definitely worth counting 
very carefully, over and over again <wide grin>. Ms. 


Hatcher has made one other film that I am aware of. 
It’s called All Tied Up and features no nudity on her 
part, though she does have one scene where she’s 
tied to a chair and has her toes sucked by her 
boyfriend. Now that she’s become a successful TV 
star, I suspect her days of making interesting little 
‘B’ movies are long past. Too bad.” 

Mark R. Turner of Cincinnati: “The film was 
written and directed by Erik Anjou. It was released 
in 1992 by Columbia and is available on video through 
them. Despite appearing in such indoor bullstuff as 
Soapdish and Straight Talk, Hatcher has a pretty 
good drive-in sensibility. Anybody who would ap- 
pear opposite Andrew Dice Clay in a film called 
Brain Smasher ...A Love Story deserves a round of 
applause.” 

Mike Kutnick of McHenry, Illinois: “The nude 
scenes are at 20 minutes, 27 minutes and at 29 
minutes. And just by coincidence, she is the latest 
issue of Celebrity Sleuth, Vol. 8, No. 5, Women of 


Joe Bob’ s Gotcha Covered for Summer! 





At last! The unveiling of Joe Bob’s new and improved 
world famous t-shirt. It’s a white Lee brand short-sleeved 
tee (100 per cent cotton—none of that cheapie stuff) 
with a full-color logo and red script lettering which reads: 
‘Joe Bob Briggs is a close personal friend of mine.” Use 
the order form below and remember to specify L, XL, or 
XXL. Only $14.95 plus $3 shipping. 


‘Cafe au lait My Butt?’ Mug 


Introducing the second mug in the series. This 15-ounce ce- 
ramic sipper is black with ‘Cafe au lait My Butt’ on the front in bright 
peach. (Other side says: “Cafe Olay used to be something guzzied 
by French weenies in shabby berets who hated American cheese- 
burgers. Nowit’s something you order with a cheeseburger fo make 
your date think you’re not a weenie.’ —Joe Bob Briggs) $9.95—plus 
$3 shipping. Original ‘Cappuccino My Butt’ mug now available in 
black with bright green lettering. 


neck Our Joe Bos’s Taree B’s sid! 


| (Books Binders ¢ Back Issues) Ordering information for Joe Bob's A 


Video Decadence 
Buy a year’s subscription and get ‘Tokyo Decadence’ for only $10! 


Send in now for a year’s subscription (new, renewal or 
gift) of The Joe Bob Reportand get the kinky three-star skin flick 
masquerading as a trendy Japanese art film, Tokyo Deca- 
dence, for only $10. Hurry! Offer expires August 31, 1995. 


Yes, here’s $45 for a year’s subscription, plus Tokyo 
Decadence video—S80 in foreign countries. 


a Make that $35 for a full year—$70 in foreign countries. 


LI 


Gimme a half-year of hiney-kicking for $19.95. (U.S. 
only) 


Name 

Address 

City St 
Charge Card # 
Check one: MC 
Signature 


___ _AiDestee 


___ Visa ___ Exp. Date 


(For video only, send $14.95 plus $2 postage and handling. 
Make checks payable to The Joe Bob Report.) 


Make checks payable to The Joe Bob Report, P.O. Box 2002, Dallas, TX 75221. (Fax 214-985-7448) 
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Fantasy 6.” 

Dan Cziraky of Newark, New 

Jersey: “Howard Stern has the 
hots for Hatcher and talks about 
this flick on an almost weekly ba- 
Sis.” 
Kevin Lee Christopher of 
Fairmont, West Virginia: “She also 
appeared as an exotic dancer in 
the Kurt Russell/Sly Stallone flick 
Tango and Cash.” 

Also answering correctly were 
Tim Baker of Woodland Hills, 
California; Roger H. Barron of 
Salem, Wisconsin; Bill W. Dalton 
of Santa Ana, California; Robert 
del Valle of Troy, Michigan; 
Chris Donahue of Garland, 
Texas; Lloyd Dore III of Abbe- 
ville, Louisiana; Barry Eynon of 
Menlo Park, California; Steven 
Grant of Redmond, Washington; 
Gene R. Guthrie of Indianapo- 
lis; Brian Herndon of Oakland, 
California; Mike Littau of Cor- 
vallis, Oregon; Robert E. Logan 
of Norman, Oklahoma; Terry 
Maher of Stow, Ohio;Erich Mees 
of Dunwoody, Georgia; Rachel 
Pevtzow of Bloomington, Indi- 
ana; Marc Pitre of Seattle; Phil 
Plait of Bowie, Maryland; Gary 
Poulos of Silver Spring, Mary- 
land; Brian A. Robinson of Port- 
land, Oregon; Tim Roesch of 
Reston, Virginia; Guy Rusiski of 
Pittsburgh; Bob Sheridan of 
Culver City, California; Hugh 
Sparks of Spartanburg, South 
Carolina; Michael Swope of 
Rives Junction, Michigan; Fred 
Topel of Arnold, Maryland; Ken- 
ny Vaughn of Bowling Green, 
Kentucky; Howard Wilson of 
Mustang, Oklahoma;Vladimir V. 
Zelevinsky of Cambridge, Mas- 
sachusetts; and Gerald Zuckier 
of New Haven, Connecticut. 


Books 


Bound for Hollywood, 
reprinting 15 years of 
Carl McGuire columns 
on female bondage 
scenes in movies, TV, now complete in three 
volumes. Each is 80 B&W loose leaf pages, 
hundreds of listings, scores of photos, in- 
dexed by actresses, titles. Order Volume I 
(blue), II (yellow), or III (red). For each, send 
$14 to HCI, Dept. JB, P.O. Box 69976, Los 
Angeles, CA 90069. 





Catalogs 


Awesome catalog—movie related stuff! 
Send two 32 cent stamps to: Timmy 
Destructo, P.O. Box 342, East Lansing, MI 
48823. 

Real human skulls! Real human bones! T- 
shirts, masks, serial killers, soundtracks, 
posters, model kits, trading cards, coffins 
and more! Over 5,000 total items including 
over 2,000 of the best and bloodiest uncut 
videos at the best prices anywhere! The 
1995 world famous Catalog of Carnage, 
Vol.7. Over 170 full-sized pages. The big- 
gest horror catalog in the world. $5 to Foxx 
Entertainment, 327 W. Laguna, Tempe, AZ 
85282. 





Miscellaneous 


Adult videos—lists of addresses. All major 
sources. Current. $10. J.R. Edmond, 300 
Calkins SE, Grand Rapids, MI 49506. 


Wanted 


Research/collector wants on video: 
Storyville (1974), VCII release directed by 


JOE BOBS 


J. Weis; A Time to Die 
(1988);Tarnished Angels 
(1955); Betrayed Women 
(1955);Mysterious Cross- 
ing (1936); other rare 
films made in Louisiana. 
L. Dore, P.O. Box 935, 
Abbeville, LA 70510 or call 318-893-8642. 


Video Sales 


Videos: cult, horror, Chinese Kung Fu, ex- 
ploitation, etc. High quality, low prices! For 
a detailed catalog, send $3 (refundable with 
first order) to: H. Milligan, 330 Rose St. 
#107, Lexington, KY 40508-3013. 


Video Trades 


Seeking Barry Humphries/Barry Mac- 
Kenzie Aussie comedies. Hundreds totrade. 
Ted Klein, 210 W. 89 St., New York, NY 
10024. 





Get Yours— 
Dirt Cheap! 


| | 
| | 
: Place a personal ad or message, : 
sell videos, publicize events! Whatever! 

| Fax your ad to 214-985-7448 and charge | 
| to Visa/MC for $1 additional fee (don’t | 
| forget your signature and expiration | 
date) or mail your ad with check pay- 

| able to The Joe Bob Report, P.O. Box | 
| 2002, Dallas, TX 75221. Your ad will | 
appear in approximately three weeks. 

| Display advertising is $75 per inch. | 
| | 
| | 
| | 


$10 for 15 words 
60 cents each additional word 
Run the ad a second time at half 
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